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1 
DRURT-LANE. 


— — Mr. Palmer. 
Phenx, — — Mr. Packer. 


Oreſtes, Mr. Smith. f 
I Pylades, Mr. Barrymore. 1 
WOMEN. 
Andiomache, — Miſs Kemble. a” 
Cephiſa, — — Miss Tidſwell. 
Hermione, — Mrs. Siddons. 


Clone, — — Miſs Collins. 


Attendants on Pyrrhus and Oreftes, &c. 


The SCENE, a great hall in the court of Pyrrhus, at 
Buthrotos, the capital city of Epirus. | 
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ACT HI. Exter Orc/t:s, Pylades, and atiendants, 
Oreſ. Pylades! what's life without a friend! 
; O At ſight of thee my gloomy ſoul cheers up, 
My hopes re vive, and gladneſs dawns within me. 
After an abſence of fix tedious moons, 
How could I hope to find my Pylades, 
My joy, my comfort ! on this fatal ſhore ! 
Even in the court of Pyrrhus ? in theſe tealms, 
Theſe bated realms, ſo craſs to all my wiſhes, 
O, my brave friend l may no blind ſtroke of fate 
D. vide us more, and tear me frin myfelf. 
 Bzt. O prince]! O wy Oreſtes ! O my friend !ſ= 
Thus let me ſpeak the welcome of my heart [ Embracing. 
Since I Rave gaia'd this unexpected meeting, 
Bleſt be the powers that barr'd my way to Greece, 
And kept me here! ever fince the unhappy day 
| When warring winds (Epirus full in view) | 
6 Sunder'd our barks on the loud ſtormy main. 
Oreſ. It was, indeed, a morning full of horror! 
Fr.. A thouſand boding cares have rack d my ſoul 
In your behalf. Often, with tears, I mourn'd d 
| The fatal ills, to which your life's involv'd ; 
5 And grudg'd you dangers which I could not ſhare. 
I fear'd to what extremes the black deſpair 
That prey'd upon your mind, might have betray'd you, 
And leſt the Gods, in pity to your woes, - | 
Should hear your pray re, and take the life you loath'd. 
But now with joy I fee you ! The retiaue, 
And numerous followers that ſurround you here, 
Speak better fortunes, and a mind diſpas'd 
To reliſh life; "2 EP 
Ore/. Alas! my friend, who knows 
The deſtiny, to which I ſtand referv'd ! 
I c:me in ſearch of an inhuman fair; 
And live or die, as ſhe decrees my fate. 8 
Pyl. Le ſurpriſe me, prince !—T thought you 
cur” 9 | 
Of your unpity'd unſucceſsful paſſion. 
_ Why, in Epirus, ſhould you hope to find 
Hermione leſs cruel, than at Sparta ? 
I thought ber pride, and the diſdainful manner 
In which ſhe treated all your conſtant ſufferings, - 
Had broke your fetters, and aſſur d your freedom: 
Aſhain'd of your repulſe, no” 7 a vows, 
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You hated ber; you talk'd of her no more: 

| Prince, you deceiv'd me. ; 

Ore/. I deceiv*d myſelf. | 
Do not upbr:id the unhappy man that loves thee. 
Thou know'ft I never hid my paſſion from thee ; 
Thou ſaw fi it, in ies birth, and in its progreis ; 
And when, at laſt, the hoary king. her father, 
Great Menelaus, gave away his daughter, 

His lovely daughter, to the happy Pyrrhus, 

"Cy avenger ot his wrongs, thou ſaw' my grief, 
My tortute, my deſpair ; | 
O Pylades! my heart has bl:d within me, 

To fee thee, preſt with ſorrows not thy own, 
Still wadd'ring with me, like a baniſh'd man, 
Watchſul, and anxious for thy wretched friend, 
To temper the wild tranſports of my mind, 
And fare me from myſelf, 

Fyl. Why thus unkind ? | 

Why will you envy me the pleafing taſk 
Of generous love, and ſy mpathizing friendſhip ? 

Ore/. Thou miracle of trath !—But hear me os. 

diſaſtrous fate, 


t her, and repay her ſcorn. 
I made my and even myſelf, believe 
My foul was freed. Alas! I did not ſee, 
Trinaphing ther, and 323 © captive 88, 
riumphing thue, and yet a capuve till, 
In Greece | landed, and in Greece 1 found 
- The afſembled princes all alarm'd with fears, 
which their common ſafety ſeem'd concern'd. 


"qe was worthy Agamemnon's ſon. 
Ore/. But ſee the ſtrange perverſeneſs of my ſtars, 
Which throws me on the rock I ſtrove to ſhun! 
The jealous chiefs, and all the ſtates of Greece, 
With one united voice complain of Pyrrhus ; 
That now, forgetful of the promiſe giv'a, 


And 


And mindleſs of his godlike father's fate, | 

Aſtyanax he nurſes in his court; | 

Ailtyanax, the young, ſurviving hope 

Of ruin'd Troy; Aſtyanax, deſcended 

From a long race of kings great HeQtor's ſon. 

Pyl. A name flill dreadful in the ears of Greece! 

But, prince, you'll ceaſe to wonder, why the child 

| Lives thus protected in the court of Pyrrhus, 

When you ihall hear, the bright Andromache, 

His lovely captive, charms him from his 1 

The mother's beauty guards the helpleſs fon. 

Or. Your tale confir ens what I bave heard ; and hence 

| Spiirg «ll my hopes. Since my pround rival wooes 

Another partner to his throne and bed, 

Hermione may (till be mine, Her father, 

The injur'd Menclaus, thinks already 

His daughter flighted, and th' intended oup!'1als 

Too long delay d. I heard his loud complaints 

With ſecret pleaſure ; and was glad to fad 

Th' ungrateſul maid in her turn, 

And all my wrongs aveng'd in her diſgrace. 
Pyl. Oh, may you keep your juſt reſentments warm! 
Oreſ. Reſentments! O my friend, too foon I found 

They grew not out of hatred. I am betray'd; 

I practiſe on myſelf, and fondly plot 

My own undoing. Goaded on by love, 

I canvaſ d all the ſuffrages of Greece; * 

And here I come, their {worn ambaſſador, 

To ſpeak their jealouſies, and claim this boy.” 
Pyl. Pyrrhus will treat your embaſſy with ſcore, 

Full of Achilles, his redoubted fire ; | 

Pyrrhus is „ impetuous, headſtrong, fierce ; 

Made up of paſſions: will he then be ſway'd, 

And give to death the ſon of her he loves? 
Ore/. Oh, would he reader up Hermione, 

And keep Aſtynax, I ſhould be bieſt ! 

He mult ; he ſhall; Hermione is my life, 

My foul, my rapture | ——- Il no longer cub 

The ftrony defire that hurries me to 2 

Pll give a looſe to love; I'll bear her hence ; | 

Pt tear her from his arms; III, ye Gods! 

Give me Hermione, or let me dic !=— 

But tell me, Pylades, how ſtand my hopes: 

Is Pyrrhus till enamour'd with her charms ? 

Or doſt thou think he'll yield me up the prize, 
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The dear, dear prize, which he has raviſh'd from me! 
Pyl. I dare not flatter your fond hopes fo fat; 
The Kiog, indeed, cold to the Spartan princeſs, 
Turns all his paſſion to Andromache, 
Hector's aMi&ed widow. But in vain, 
With interwoven love and rage, he ſues 
The charming captiva, obſtinately cruel. 
Oft he alarms her for her child, confin'd 
Apart; and when her tears begin to flow, 
As ſoon he ſtops them, and recals his threats. 
Hermione a thauſand ti mes has teen 
His ill-required vows return to her; 
And takes his indignation all for love. 
What can be gather'd from a man fo various? 
He may, in the diſorder of his ſoul, 
Wed her he hates, and puniſh her he loves. 
Orz/. But tell me, how the wrong'd Hermione 
Brooks her flow nuptials, and diſhonour*d charms ? 
PI. Hermione would ſain be thought to ſcorn 
Her wavering lover, and diſdain his falſhood ; 
But, ſpite of all her pride and conſcious beauty, 
She mours in ſecret her neglected charms, 
And oft has made me privy to her tears ; 
Still threatens to be gone, yet till ſhe ſtays, 
And ſometimes ſighs, and wiſhes for Oreftes. | 
Oreſ. Ab, were thoſe wiſhes from her heart, my friend, 
I'd fly in tranſport—— { Flouriſb within. 
Pyl. Hear! The _ approaches 
To give you audience. Speak your embaſly 
Witheut reſerve : urge the demands of Greece ; 
And in the name of all ber kinge, require 
That HeQtor*s ſon be given into your hands. 
Pyrrhus, inſtead of granting what they aſk, 
To ſpeed his Dove and win the Trojan dame, 
Will make it merit to preſerve her ſon... 
But, ſee: he comes 
Or, Meanwhile, my Pylades, 
Go, and diſpoſe Hermoine to ſee 
Her lover, who is come thus far, to throw 5 
Himſelf, in all his ſorrows, at her feet. {| Exi: fyladet. 
Eater Pyrrhus, Phenix, and attendants. 
Before I ſpeak the meſſage of the Greeks, 
Permit me, fir, to glory in the title 
Of their ambaſſador; fince I behold 
Troy's vanquiſber, and great Achilles ſon, 


Nor 
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Nor does the ſon riſe ſhort of ſuch a father: 

If Hector fell by him, Troy fell by you. 

| But what your father never would have done, 

You do. You cheriſh the remains of Toy; 

And, by anill tim'd Fur alive | 
The dying embers of a ten year's war. 

Have you ſo ſoon forgot the mighty Hector? 
/ The Greeks remember his high-brandiſh'd ſword, 
That fill'd their tate with widows and with orphans ; 

For which they call for vengean ce on his ſon. 
Who knows what he may one day prove? Who knows 
But he may brave us in our ports, and, fili'd 
With Hector's fury, ſet our fleets on blaze? 
You may, yourſclf, live torepent your mercy. 
Comply, then, with the Grecians' juſt demands; 
Satiate their vengeance, and preſerve yourſelf. 
Pyr. The Greeks are for my ſafety more concern'd 

Than 1 defire. I thought your kings were met 
On more impottant counſel, When | heard 
The name of their aw baſſador, I hop'd 
Some glorious enterprize was taking birth. 
Is Agamemnon's fon diſpatch'd for this ? 
And do the Grecian chiefs, renown'd in war, 
A race of heroes, join in cloſe debate, 

To plot an infant's death ?— What right has Greece 
To aſk his life? Muſt I, muſt I alone, 

Of all her ſcepter'd warriors. be deny'd 

To treat my captive as I pleaſe ? Know, prince, 
When-Troy lay ſmoking on the nd, and each 
Proud victor ſhar'd the harveſt of the war, 
Andromache, and this her ſon were mine; | 
Were mine by lot. And who ſhall reſt them from me? 
Ulyfles bore away old Priam's queen; . 
Caſſandra was your own great t:ther's prize: 

Did I concern myſelf in what they won ? 

Did I ſend embaſſies to claim their captives ? 

Ore/. But, fir,\we fear for you, and for ourſelves. 

Troy may agdath revive, and a new Hector 

Riſe in Aſtyanax. Then think betimes ——— 

Hyr. Let daſtard fouls be timoroully wiſe : 

But tell them, Pyrrhus knows not how to form 

Far fancy'd iils, and dangers out of fight. EY 

Ory/. oir, call to mind the unrivalꝰd ſtrength of Troy, 

Her walls, her bulwarks, and her gates of braſs ; | 
Her kings, her heroes, and embattled armies ! 
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Pyr. I call them all tomind; and fee them all 
Confus'd in duſt; all mixt in one wide ruin; 

All but a child, and he in bondage held. 

What vengeance can we fear fr. m ſuch a Troy? 

If they have ſworn to extinguiſh Hector s r-ce, 

Why was their vow for twelve long months deferr'd ? 
Why was he not in Priam”s boſom flain ? 

He ſhou'd have fall'n among the flaughter d heaps, 
Whelm's under Troy. His death had then been juſt. 
My fury then was without bounds ; but now, 

My »1ath appeas'd, muſt I be cruel ftill? 

And, deaf to all the tender calls of pity, 

Like s cool murderer, bathe my hands in blood? 


An infant's blood ?—— No, prince Go, bid the Greeks 


Mark out ſome other vidim; my revenge 
Has bad its fill, What has 'd from Troy 1 
Shall aot be fav'd to periſh in Epirus. . 
Or-/. I need not tell you, fir, Atyanax gn 
Was doom'd to death in Troy; nur mention how 
The crafty mother ſav'd her carling fon. 
The Greeks do now but urge their former ſentence ; 
Nor is't the boy, but Hector they purſue: 
The father draws their nee on the ſon 
The father, who ſo oft in Grecian blood | 
Has drench'd his ſword—the father, whom the Greeks 
May ſeek een here—— Prevent them, fir, in time. 
Pyr. No! let them come ; ſince I was born to wage 
Eternal wars. Let them now turn their arms 
On him who conquer'd for them. Let them come, 
And ws wo NY Wha. 8 
was thus they ;ecom 1 3 
Thus was Achilles thatk's. —— remember, 
Their black ingratitude then coſt them dear. 
Orgi. Shali Greece then find a rebel ſon in Pyrrhus ? 
Pyr. Have I then conquer d to depend on Greece ? 
Ore/. Hermoine will fway your ſoul to peace, 
And mediate *twixt her father and yourſelf. 
Her beauty will -oforce my — . 
Pyr. Hermoĩne may have ber e and I 
May love er nil tho' not her father's ſlave. 
I way, in time, give proofs that I'm a lover. 
But never mult forget that I'm a king. 
Meanwhile, lir, you way fee fair Helen's daughter: 
I know how near in blood you ſtand ally'd. 
2 have my anſwer, prince. Yu 


THE DISTREST MOTHER. 9g 


oubt, ex our quick return. | 
„ [ Excunt Or, ſies and att:ndunts, 
Phæn. Sir, do you ſend your 11val to the princeſs ? 
Pyr. I am told that he has lov'd her long. | 
Phan, If ſo, 
Have you not cauſe to fear the ſmother'd flame 
May kindle at her fight, and blaze a- Dew; 
And ſhe be wrought to lilten to his patſion ? | 
Pyr. Aye, let them, Phceoix, let them love their fill! 
Let them go hence ; let them d-part together: 
"Together let them fail for Sparta; all my ports 
Are open to them both. From wha? conſtraint, 
What irkſame thoughts, ſhould I then be reliev'd ! 
Phan, Bur, fir — 
Pyr. I ſhall another time, good Pbœnix, 
Unboſom to thee all my thoughts— For ſce, 


Andromache appears. [Exit Pc . 
Enter Andromache an.] Cepi/a. 
May I, madam, es 


Fla ter my hopes fo far as to believe 
You come to ſeek me here? 
Andr. This way, fir, leads | 
To thoſe apartments where you guad my ſon. 
Since you permit me, once a-day, to viſit 
All I have left of Hector and of Troy, 
I got? weep a few ſad moments with him. 
J have not yet to-day embrac'd my child; 
I have not held him in my widow'd arms. | 
Pyr. Ah, madam ! ſhould the threats of Greece prevail, 
| You'll have occaſion for your tears, indeed! | 
Andr. Alas ! what threats? What can alarm the Giecks? 
There are no Trojans left. | 
Pyr. Their hate to Hector 
Can never die: the terror of his name 
Still ſhakes their fouls, and makes them dread his ſor. 
Audr. A mighty honour for victorious Greece, 
To fear an infant, a poor friendleſs child! 
Who ſmiles. in box.cagr, nor yet knows himſelf 
The fon of Hector, and the flav: of Pyrrbus. 
Fyr. Weak as he is, the Gieeks demand his life, 
And ſend no leſs than Agamemnon's ſen 
To fetch him hence. 
Andr. And, ſir, do you comply 
With ſuch demands ! — This blow is aim'd at me, 
How ſhould the child avenge his ſlaughter d fire ? 
© 
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Pur, cruel men! they will not hare him live 
To cheer my heavy heart, and eaſe my bonds. 

I pr: mis'd to myſelf in him a fon, 

In him a friend, a huſbind, and a father. | 
But J muſt ſufter ſorrow heap'd on forrow, 
And ſtill the fetal ſtruke muſt come from you. 

Pyr. Dry up tkoſe tears; I muſt not ſee you weep; 
And know, I have rejected their demands. | 
The Greeks already threaten me with war; 

Bur, ſhould they arm, as once they did, for Helen, 
Ard hide the Ad, iatic with their fleets; . 

Should they prepare a ſecond ten-years ſiege, 

And lay my towers and palaces in duſt ; 

J am determined to defend your ſon, 
An ! rather die myſelf than give him up, 
But, madam, in the midſt of all theſe dangers, 

Will you refuſe me a propitious ſmile ? | 
Hat:d of Greece, and preſt on every ſize, 

Let me not, madam, while I fight your cauſe, 

Let me not combat with your cruelties, | 

A :d count Andromache amongſt my foes. 

Adr. Cenſider, fir, how this will ſound in Greece! 
How can fo great a ſoul betray ſuch weakneſ; ? 
Let net men ſay fo generous aaleflgn 8 a 
Was but the tranſport of a heart in love. 

Pyr. Your charms will juſtify me to the world. 

Andr. How can Andromache, a captive quecn, 

O*crwhelin'd with grief, a burden to her'elt, 

H rbovr a thought of love? Alas! what charms 
H ve theſe unbappy eyes, by ycu condemn'c 
To weep fer evir Talk of 1t no more, 
Ta reverence the mi:fortun*s of a foe; 

To ſuccour the cittieſt; to give the ſon 
To an afflicted mother ; to repel 
Confederate nations, leagu'd agaĩaſt bis life; 
Uabrib'd by love, unteriify'd by threats, 

To pity, to protect him: theſe are cares, 

Theſe are ex loits werthy Achilles' fon. 

Pyr. Will your refentmen's, then, endure for ever! 
M. & Pyerhas rever be fog ven? is true, 

My ſwo01d has often r. ek'd ia Pbrygian b'ood, 

And carry'd havoc thro? your royal kindred ; 

But you, fiir princeſs, amply have aveng'd 
Old P. iam'- varquiſh'd houſe ; and all the woes 
I brought on them, fall ſhoit of what I ſuffer. 


We 
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We both have ſuffer'd in our turns, and now 
Our common foes ſhall teach us to unite. | 
Andr. Where does the captive not behold a foe 
Pyr. Forget the term of hatre.!, and behold 
A friend in Pyrrhus. Give me but ta hope, 
Vil free your fon, I'il be a father to him; 
Myſelf will teach him to avenge the Trojans, 
I'll go in perſon to chaſtiſe the Greeks, | 
Both for your wrongs and mine: Inſpir'd by you, 
Wh.t would I not atchieve? Again ſhall Troy 


| Riſe from it» aſhes : this right arm ſhall fix 


Her ſeat of empire, and yuur fon ſhail reign. | 
Andr. Such dreams of greatneſs ſuit not my con.:tion : 
His hopes of empice periſh'd with his father. 

No ; thou imperial city, ancient Troy, 

Thou pride of Aſia founded by the Gods! 

Never, Oh never, muſt we hope to ſee 


Thoſe bulwarks riſe, which Hector could not guad 


Sir, all I wiſh for is ſume quiet exile, 


Where far from Greece remov'd, and far from yuu, 


I may conceal my fon, and mourn my huſband. 
Your love creates me envy Ob, return! 
Return to your betroth'd Hermione. 


Pyr. Why do you mock me thus? you know, I cannot. 


You know my heart is yours; wy foul hangs on you; 

You take up every wiſh: my waking thoughts, 

And nightly dreams, are ali employ'd on you. 

"Tis true, Hermione was ſent to (ſhare 

My throne and bed; and would with tranſport hear 

The vows which you neglect. 
Andr. She has no Troy, 

No Hector to lament :: the has nat loſt 

A huſband by your conqueſts. Such a huſbind ! 


(Tormenting thought!) whoſe death alone has mad: 


Your lire immortal: Pyrrhus and Achilles, 
Are both grown great by my calamities. 

Hr. Midam, 'tis well! *Tis very well! I find, 
Your will muſt be obey'd; imperious captive, 
It ſhall. Henceforth I blot you from my mind: 
You teach me to forget your charms; to hate you : 
For know, inhuman beauty, I have lov'd 1 


Too well to treat you with indifference. 


Think well upon it; my diſorder'd ſoul 
Waxers between th' extreme of love and rage; 
I bave been too tame; I will awake to vengeance ! 
| C 2 | The 
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'The ſon ſhall anſwer for the mother's ſcorn. ; 
The Greeks demand him, nor will I endanger | 
My realms, to pleaſure an ungreateful woman. 
Adr. Then he muſt die ! alas, my fon mult die! 

He has no friend, no ſucccur left, beſide 
His mother's tears, and his own innocence. 

Pyr. Go, madam, viſit this unhappy ſon. 
The fight of bim may bend your ſtubborn heart, 
And turn to ſoftaeſs your unjuſt diſdain. 
I Mall once more expect your anſwer. Go; 
And think, while you embrace the captive boy, 
Think, that his life depends on your reſolves. 

[ Exeunt Pyrrbus, and attendams. + 

Andr. I'll go; and in the anguiſh of my heart, 
Weep v'er my child — If he muſt die, my life 
Is wrapt in his; I ſhall not long ſurvive, 
is for his fake that I have ſuffer'd life, 
_ Groan'd in captivity, and out- lived Hector. 
Yes, my Aſtyanax, we'll go together! 
Together to the realms of night we'll go ! 
There to thy raviſh'd eyes thy fire I'll ſhew, 
And p int him out among the ſhades below. [ Exeunt. 
= ACT II. Enter Hermione a Cleone. I 
ELL, Fil be ruPd, Cleone : I will ſee him: 
I have told Pylades that he may bring him: 
But truſt me, were I left to my own thoughts, 
I ſhould forbid him yer. 

Cl o. And why forbid him? 
Is he not, madam, ſtill the ſame Oreſtes ? 
Oe tes, whoſe return you oft have wiſh'd? 
The man whoſe ſufferings you ſo late lamented, 
And often prais'd his conſtancy and love ? 

Her. That love, that conſtancy, ſo ill requited, 
Upbraids me to myſelf. I bluſh to think : 
How [ have us'd him, and would ſhun his preſence. 
What will be my confuſion, when he ſees me 
Neglected and forfaken, like himſelf ! | a 
Will he not ſay, is this the ſcornful maid? % 
The proud Hermione? that tyranniz'd _ 
In Sparta's court, and triumph'd in her charms ? 
Her inſolence at laſt is well repaid. 
I cannot bear the thought. 

Clio. You wrong yourſelf 
With unbeccming ſears. He knows too well 
Your beauty ard your worth, Ycur lover comes not 


S 


| H:r. 


To | 
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f To of:r inſults, bat repeat his vows, 
Aud breath his ardent pa on at you leet. 
But, madam, what's your roy el father's wil? 
Whit orders do your lett2+s bring from Sparta! 
Hr. His orders are, it Py:- bus fill delsy 
The n1ptials, and refuſe to fac:tace 
This Trojan bay, I ſhould with ſpec embark, 
And with their emb-{fi; return to Greect, 
Cleo. What would you more? Oreiles comes ia time 
To ſive your honour. Pyrrhus coo's apace : | 
Prevent his falſhood, and fake him fc. 
I knoy you hate him; you have old me 12, 
Mir. Hate him! My injor'd honour bide me hate big. 
The ungrateful mn, to om I foniily gave 
My virgin heart; the man L lov'd fo dearly 
ꝓne man I doated on! O, my Cleone! 
How is it poffible I ſhould not hate him! 
7 (Leo. Then give him over, madam. Quit his court, 
And with Oceſtes 
5 H.r. No! I muſt have time 


To work up all my rage! To meditate 
A parting full of horror! My revenge 
Will be but too much Gquicktn'd by the traitor. 
: Cleo. Do you then wait new inſults, new affronts ? 
| To draw you from ycur father! Than to leave you! 
la his own court to leave you— for a captive! 
II Pyrrhus can provoke you, be has done it. Le 
Her. Why dofl thou heighten my diſtreſs? I fear 
To ſearch out my own thoughts, and found my heart. 
Be blind to what thou ſece'ſt : believe me cur'd: 
Flatter my weakneſs ; tell me I have conquer'd ; 
Thirk that my injur'd ſoul is ſet againſt him; 
And do thy beſt to make me think fo too. 
Cleo. Why would you loiter here, then? 
Her. Letusfly! 
Let us be gone! I leave him to his captive : 
Let him go kneel, and ſupplicate his ſlave, 
Let us be gone !—But what if he repent? 
What, if the perjur'd prince again ſubmit, 
And ſue for pardon ? What, if he renew 
His former vows ?—Pat, Oh, the faithlcfs man ! 
He flights me! drives me to extremities !—Howerer, 
III ſtay, Cleone, to perplex their loves: 
Ill lay, till, by an open breach of contract, 
t I make him hateful to the Greeks, Already 
0. _— Their 
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Their vengeance have I drawn upon the fon ; a 
The tccond embaſſy ſhall claim the mother: 

I will redouble all my griefs upon her. 

Cleo. Ah, madam! whither does your rage tranſport you? 

Ardromache, alas! is innocent. 
A woman plung'd in ſorrow, dead to love, 
And when ſhe thinks of Pyrrhus, tis with horror. 

Her. Would I had done fc, too!—He had not then 
Bet;ay'd my eaſy faith, — But I, alas | 
Difcover'd all the fondueſs of my ſoul ; 

J made no ſecret of my paſſion to him, 
Nor thought it dangerous to be ſincere. | 
My eyes, my tongue, my actions ſpoke my heart. > 

Cie. Well might you ſpeak without reſerre, to one 
Engag d to you ty folemn oaths and treaties. 

Her. His ardour, too, was an excuſe to mine: 

With other eyes he ſaw me then Cleone, 
'Thou m3y'lt remember, every thing conſpir'd 

Io fac our bim: my fatter's wrongs aveng'd ; 1 
The Greeks triumphant ; fleets of Tr. jan ſpoils ; 
His mighty fire's, his own immortal fame; 

His eager love—all, all conſpii d againg me! 

But 1 have done—Pll think no more of Pyrrhus, 
Ocreſtes wants not merit, and he loves me. * 
My gratituce, my honour, both plead for him; 

And if Pve power o'er my heart, tis his. 

Cleo. Madam, he comes | 

Her. Alas! I did not think 
He was ſo near! I wiſh I might not ſee him, | | 

| Enter Orefles. 
How am I to interper, (ir, this viſit ? | | 
Is it a compliment of form, or love ? | 

Oreſ. Madam, you know my weakneſs. Tis my fate 
To love unpity'd ; to defire to ſee you; ON | 
And till to ſwear each time ſhall be the laſt. 

My paſſion breaks thro” my repeated oaths, 

And every time I viſit you, l'm perjur'd. 

Even now, I find my wounds all bleed afreſh ; 

I bluſh to own it, but I know no cure. 

1 call the Gods to witneſs, I have try'd 

Whatever man could do, (but try'd in vain) 

To wear you from my mind. Thro' ſtormy ſeas, . 
I courted dangers, and long' d for death. - 

Her. Why will you, prince, indulge this mournful tale; 
It ill becomes the ambaſſador of Greece 7 - 

' 


D - 
—_—_— 


To talk of dying, and of love. Remember 


Has Pyrrhus ſaid 
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The kings you repreſent : ſhall thrir revenge 
Be diſappointed by your ill-tim'd paſſion? ; 


Diſcharge your embaſſy—'tis not Oreſtes 


The Greeks deſire ſhauld die. 
Oreſ. My embaſſy 
Is at an end; for Pyrrhus has reſus'd 
To give up Hector's fon. S me hidden pcwer 
Protects the buy. | 
Her. Faithlels, ungrateful man! | Gate 
Oreſ. I now prepare tor Gre2ce ; but, ere I go, 
Would hear my final doom pronounc'd by you— 
What do I fay ?—1 do alreaily hear it! 
My doom 1s fixt: I read it in your eyes. | 
Her. Will you then ill deſpair ? be ſtill ſuſpicious ? 


| What have I done? wherein have I been cruel ? 


is true, you find me in the court of Pyrrhus; 
But *twas my royal father ſent me hither. 
And who can tell, but I have ſhai'd your griefs ? 
Have I ne'er wept in ſecret? — never wiſh'd 
To ſee Oreſtes 

Ore/. Wiſh'd to ſee Oreſtes ! Es 


O joy! O ecflacy ! My ſoul's intranc'd ! 


O charming princeſs! O tranſcendant maid ! 
My utmoſt with !—Thue, thus let me expreſs 
My boundleſs thanks !—1 never was unhappy— 
Am I Oreſtes ? | = 
Her. You are Oreſtes: 
The ſame unalter'd, generous, faithful lover ; 
The prince whom | eſteem, whom I lament, 
And whom I fain would teach my heart to love. 
Oreſ. Ay, there it is !—TI have but your eſteem, 
While Pyrrhus has your heart. 
Her. Believe me, prince, 


Were you as Pyrrhus, I ſhould hate you! 


Or. No! | 5 
I ſhould be bleſt! I ſhould be lov'd as he is !— 
Yet all this while I die in your diſdain, 


While he neglects your charms, and courts another. 


Her. And who has told you, prince, that I'm neglected? 
(Oh, I ſhall go diſtracted) 
Has Pyrrhus told you ſo? or is it you 

Who think thus meanly of me ?—Sir, perhaps, 


Orc. 
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Oreſ. Madam, go on! 

Inſult me ftiil; I'm us'd to bear your fegrn, 

Her: Why am | told who Pyrthus loves or hates? 

0, prince, and arm the Grecks againtt the rebel; 
Let them lay waſte his country, raze his towns, 
Deſtroy his fleets, bis palaces—bimſelf! 
Go, prince, and tell me then how much I love him. 

O7. To haſten his deſlructi u, come yourſelf; 
And work your royal father to his ruin. 

Her. Mranwhile, he weds Andromache ! 

Ore/. Ah, princeſs! 

What is t I hear 
Her. What infamy for Greece, 
Tf he ſhould wed a Phrygian and a captive ? 

Qref. Is this your hatred, madam f— Tis in vain 
To hide your paſſion ; every thing betrays it : | 
Your looks, your ſpeech, your anger, nay, your ſilence , 
Your love appears in all; your ſecret flame 

Breaks out the more, the more you would conceal it. 

Her. Your jealouſy perverts my meaning ſtill, 

And wreſts each circumſtance to your diſquiet ; 
My very hate is conſtrued into fondneſs. 

Ore. Impute my fears, if groundleſs, to my love. 

Her. Then hear me, prince. Obedience to a father 
Firſt brought me hither ; and the fame obedience 

Detains me here, till Pyrrhus drive me hence, 
Or my offended father ſhall recall me, 
Tell this proud king, that Menelaus ſcorns 
To match his daughter with a foe of Greece. 
Bid him reſign Aſtyanax or me. 
If he perſiſts to guard the hoſtile boy, 
Hermione embarks with you for Sparta. 
 [ Exeunt Hermione and Clone. 

Ore/. Then is Oreſtes bleit ! My griefs are fled ! 
Fled like a dream Methinks I tread in air! 
Pyrrhus enamour'd of the captive queen, 

Will thank me, if I take her rival hence 
He looks not on the princeſs with my eyes ! 
Surpriſing bappineſs !/—unlook'd for joy! 
Never let love deſpair !—The prize is mine! 
Be ſmooth, ye ſeas, and ye propitious winds, 
Breathe from Epirus to the Spartan coaſts! 
I long to view the ſails unfurl'd !——But ſee ! 


Pyrrhus approaches in a happy hour, 


E vter 


* 


* 
— 
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Enter Pyrrbus and Phenix. 
Pyr. I was in pain to find you, prince. My warm 
Ungoveru'd temper, would not let me weigh 
1 he importanee ef your embaſſy, and hear 
You argue for my good. — I was to blame. 
I fince have pois'd your r- aſons: and I thank 
My gocd allies : their cares deſerves my thanks. 


' You have convinc'd me, that the weal of Greece, 
My fath r's honour, and my own repoſe, 
Demand that Hector's race ſhould be deſtroy'd. 


T ſha!l deliver up Aﬀyanax, SER 
Ard you yourſelf ſhall bear the victim hence. 
0 lf you approve it, tr, and are content 
To {pilt the blo-d of a dejencelcfs child, 
The offenced Greeks, no doubt, will be appeas'd. 
Pyr. Cloſer to ſtrain the knor of our all auce, 
I have determia'd to eſpauſe Hermione. 
You come in time to grace our rupttal rites : 
In you the kings of Greece will all be preſent, 
And you have right to perſonate her father, 
As his ambaſſador, and brother's ton. 
Go prince, renew your vilit; tell Hermione, 
To-morrow I receive her from your hands. 
Or-ft. {| Afde.) O change of fortune! Oh, undone 
Oreſtes ! 3 [ Exit. 
Pyr. Well, Phenix! Am I ſtill a flave to love? 
What think'ſt thou now? Am I myſelf again ? 
Phen. Tis as it ſhould be; this diſcovers Pyrrhus ; 
Shews all the hero ; now you are yourſelf — 
The ſon, the rival of the great Achilles! | 
Greece will applaud you, and the world confeſs 


Pyrrhus has conquer'd Troy a ſecond time 


Pyr. Nay, Phoenix, now I but begin to triumph; 
never was a conqueror till now ! Ts 
Believe me, a whole hoſt, a war of foes, 


May ſooner be ſubdu'd than love. O Phoenix! 


What ruin have I ſhunn'd ! The Greeks enrag'd, 
Hung o'er me like a gathering ftorm, and ſoon 
Had burſt in thunder o'er my head; while I 1 
Abandon'd duty, empire, honour, all, 
To pleaſe a thankleſs woman One kind look 
Had quite undone me! = 
Phan. O, my royal maſter ! | 
The gods, in favour of you, made her cruel. 
Hr. Thou ſaw'it with how much ſcorn ſhe 2 


Y 
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7 —. I permitted her to ſ-e her ſon, 

I hop'd it might have work'd her to my u iſhes. 
] went to ſce the movrnful interview, 
And found he bath'd in tears, and loſt in paſſion, 
Wild with diftreſs, a thouſand times ſhe call'd 
On Hector's name: aad when I fpoke in — 
And promis'd my proteclioa to her ſon, 
She ki({s*d the boy, and call'd again on HeGor, | 
Does ſhe then think tht I preſerve the boy 4 
To ſoothe and keep alive her flame for Heor? t 

Phan, No doub', ſhe does; and thinks you favour'd 

in it; 
But let her go, for an ungrate ful woman! 
HFPs̃yr. I know the thoughts of her proud ſtubborn heart x 
Vain of her charme, and nafol-nt in beauty, 
She m» ki my rage; and when it threatens loudeſt, 
Expects *twill ſoon be humbled into luve. 
But we ſhall change our parts, and ſhe ſhall find : 
Ian be deaf like her, and ſteel my heart. | | 
She is HeQoi's widow ; I, Achilles' fon ! 
Pyribus is barn to hat. Aa:romache. 
| Phan My r-ycl maſter, talk of her no more; 
do not like this anger. Your Hermione 
Should no eugro's our thoughts. Lis time to ſee her; 
"Tis ;ime vou ſhould prepare the vuptial rites, 
And not 1ely upon a rival's Care ; 
It may b dangerous. 
0 Bur tell me, Phonix, | 

Doll thou not think, the proud Andromache 
Will be errag'd, wien I ſhall wed the princess? 
Phæn. Why dors Andtomache ftill haunt your thought: ? 
What 1s*t to you, be ſhe enrag'd or pleas'd ? 
Let her name periſh—think of her no more. 
Pyr. No Phanix !—L have been too gentle with her, 
I hats check*d my wrath, and ſtifled my reſentment : 
She knows not yet to what degree I hate her. 
Let us return—L'Il brave her to her face: 
ll give my anger its free courſe againſt her. 
Thou ſhalt fee, Phoenix, how 111 break ber pride 

Phan. Ob, go not, ſir— There's ruin in her eyes! : 
You do not know your ſtrength; you fall before her, | 
Adore her beauty, and revive her ſcorn. 

Pyr. That were, indeed, a moſt unmanly weakneſs! 
Thou doſt not know me, Phenix, 


ben. Ah, my prince! - 


Tou 
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You are itill ſttuggling in the toils of love. 

Pyr. Ca' ſt thou then think, I love this woman ſtill ? 

One who repays my paſſion with diſdain ! 

A ſtranger, captive, friendleſs, and forlorn ; 

She and her darliag fon within my power; 

Her life a forfeit to the Greeks : yet [ 

| Preſerve her fon ; would take her to my throne; 
Would fight her battles, and avenge het wrongs ; 

And all this while ſhe treats me as her foe! | 

Phan. You have it in your power to be reveng'd. 

Pyr. Yes—and I'll ſhew my power! Pl ork ered 
To hate me ! her Aſtyanax ſhall die 
What tears will then be ſhed ! How will ſne then 
In bitterneſs of heart reproach my name ! 

Then, to compleat ber woes, will I eſpouſe 
Hermione— Iwill ſtab her to the heart! 
Phan. Alas, you threaten like a lover (till! 

Pyr. Phenix, excuſe this nruggle of my ſoul; 

»Tis the laſt effort of expiring love. | 

Phen. Then haſten, fir, to ſze the Spartan princeſs, 
And turn the bent of your deſires on her. 

Pyr. Oh ! 'tis a heavy taſk to conquer love, 

And wean the ſoul from her accultom'd fondneſs. 

But, come A long farewel to HeQor's widow, 

"Tis with a ſecret pleaſure I look back, 

And ſee the many dangers I have paſs'd, 

The merchant, thus, in dreadful tempeſts toff, 
Thrown by the waves on ſome unlook*d-for coaſt, 

Oft turns, and ſees, with a delighted eye, 

Midſt rocks and ſhelves, the broken billows fly! 

And, while the outrageous winds the deep de form, 

S. uiles on the tumult, and enjoys the ſtorm. [ Excunt. 


ACT III. Ester Pylades and Or eſt s. 

Hy. LO heaven's fake, fir, com poſe your ruffled mind, 

5 And moderate your rage ! | 

Oreſ. No, Pylades! 

This is no time for counſ- 1, —T am deaf. „„ 
Talk not of reaſon ! I have been too pati-nt. 

Life is not worth my caie. My foul g os deſperate, 
Fil bear her off, or periſh in the attempt. 
I'll force her from his arms —— By Heaven, I wil! 

Pyl Well,” tis agreed, my friend We'll force he. hence, 

But ſt. Il conſider, we are in Epirus. 
The court, the guards, Hzrmiore herſelf, 


The 
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The very air we breathe, belongs to Pyirhus. 
Good gods | what tempted you to ſeck her here? 
Or:/. Loſt to myſelf, I know not what I did! 

My purpoſes were wild. Perhaps I came 
To menace Pyrrhus, and upbraid. the woman. 

Fyl. This violence of temper may prove fatal. 
 Ore/. It muſt be more than mau to bear theſe ſhocks, 
Theſe outrages of fate, with temper. 

He tells me, that he weds Hermione, 
And will to-morrow take her from my hand 
My hand ſhall ſooner tear the tyrant's heart! | 

Pyl. Your paſſion blinds you, fir ; he's not to blame. 
Could you but look into the foul of Pyrrhbus, 
Perhaps you'll find it tortwi'd like your own. 

Ore/; No, Pylades ?— tis all defign.—— His pride, 
To triumph over me, has chang'd his love. 
The fair Hermione, before I came, 

In all her bloom of beauty was neglected. 

Ah, cruel gods! I thought her all my own ! 

She was conſenting to return to Sparta: 

Her heart, divided betwixt rage and love, 

Was on the wing to take its leave of Pyrrhus. 
She heard my fighs, ſhe pi ied my complains, 
She prais'd my conſtancy—The leaft indifference 

From this proud king, had made Oreites happy ! 
- Pyl. So your fond heart believes! — 

Take my advice Think not to force her hence; 

But fly yourſelf from her deſtructive charms. 

Her ſoul is link'd to Pyrrhus— 

Ore/. Talk no more 5 
I cannot bear the thought ! She muſt be mine 
Did Pyrrhus carry thunder in his hand, 

I'd ſtand the bolt, and challenge all his fury, 
Ere I reſign Hermione By force 

I'll ſnatch her hence, and bear her to my ſhips ; 
Have we forgot her mother Helen's rape? 
Pyl. Will then Oreſtes turn a raviſner, 

And blot his embaſſy ? 

O e/. O. Pylades! 

My grief weighs heavy en me——'iwill diftrat me 
The gods have ſet me as their mark, to empty 
Their quivers on me.— Leave me to myſelf, 

Mine be the danger, mine the enterpiize. 

All I requeſt of thee, is to return, 

And in my place convey Altyanax 


(As 


- _ 


* 


To keep your counſels cloſe, and hide 


THE DISTREST MOTHER. 21 

(As Pyrrhus has conſented) into Greece. 
Go, Pylades 5 

Pyl. Lead on, my friend, lead on! 
Let us bear off Hermione! No toil, | 
No danger can deter a friend Lead on 
Draw up the Geeks, ſummon your num'rous train! 
The ſhips are ready, and the wind fits fair : 
There eaſtward lies the ſea ; the rolling waves 
Break on thoſe palace ſtairs. I know each paſs, 


Each avenue and outlet of the court. 


This very night we'll carry her on board. a 
Oreſ. Thou art too good -I treſpaſs on thy friend- 
_ hip: 1 
But, Oh! excuſe a wretch, whom no man pities, 


Except thyſelf: one, juſt about to loſe 


The treaſure of his foul : 


When will my friendſhip be of uſe to thee ? 


Pyl. The queſtion is unkine.—But now, remember 
your thoughts 

Let not Hermione ſuſpet—— No more ——— | 
I ſee her coming, fir 

Oreſ. Away, my friend; | 
I am advis'd; my all depends upon it. [ Exit Pylades. 

| Enter Hermione and Cl one. = 

Ore/. Madam, your orders are obey'd ; IL have ſeen 

Pyrrhus, my rival; and have gain'd him for you. 


The king reſolves to wed you. 


Her. Sol am told; | 
And, farther, I am inform'd, that you, Oreſtes, 
Are to diſpoſe me for the intended marriage. 
Ore/. And are you, madam, willing to comply ? 
Her. What can I do, alas! my faith is promis d: 
Can I refuſe what is not mine to give ? 
A princeſs is not at her choice to love; 


All we have left us is a blind obedience : 


And yet you ſee how far I had comply'd, 
And made my duty yield to your eatreatics. 

Ore/. Ah, cruel maid | you knew—bat I have done. 
All have a right to pleaſe themſelves in love. 5 
I blame you not. *Tis true, I hop'd - but you 
Are miſtre ſs of your heart, and I'm content. 

"Tis tortune is my enemy, not you. 
But madam, I ſhall ſpare you farther pain 


On this uneaſy theme, and * my leave. [Ext: 


He F. 
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Hr. Cleone, couldfl thou think he'd be ſo calm | 
_ Cleon, Madam, his filent grief fits heavy on him. | 
He is to be pitied. His too eager love 
Has made him buſy to his own deſtruQtion. 
His threats have wrought this change of mind in Pyrrhus. 
Her. Deſt thou think Pyrrhus capable of fear? 
Whom ſhould the intrepid Pyrrhus fear ? The Greeks ? 
Did he not lead their harraſs'd troops to conqueſt, 
When they deſpair'd, when they retir'd from Troy, 
And fought for ſhelter in their burning fleets ? 
Did he not then ſupply his father's place ? 
No, my Cleone, he is above conſtraint ; 
He acts vnforc'd ; and where he weds, he loyes. 
Cl on, Ob, that Oreſtes had remain'd in Greece! 
I fear to- morrow will prove fatal to him. 
Her. Wilt thou diſcourſe of nothing but Oreftes ? 
Pyrrhus is mine again! Is mne for ever | 
Oh, my Cleone, I am wild with joy! 5 ' 
Pyrrhus, the bold, the brave, the godlike Pyrrhus! * 
— Oh, I could tell thee numberleſs exploits, a 
And tire thee with his battles.—— Oh, Cleone 
Cleo. Madam, conceal your joy—I ſee Androgache— 
She weeps, and cumes to ſpeak her ſorrows to you. | 
Her. I would indulge the'gladneſs of my heart! 
Let us retire—Her grief is out of ſeaſon. , 
Tater Andromache and Cepb ſa. | 
Andr. Ah, madam ! whither, whither do you ly? 
Where can your eyes behold a fight more pleaſing 
Than HeRor's widow, ſuppliant and in tears ? 
J come not an alarm'd, a jealous foe, 
To envy you a hea.t your charms have won— 
The only man I fought to pleaſe, is gone; 
Kill'd in my fight, by an inhuman hand. ; 
HFlector firſt taught me love; which my fond heart 
Shall ever cheriſh, till we meet in death. | 
But, Oh, I have a fon !—And you, one day, 
Will be no firanger to a mother's fondneſs : 
But heaven forbid that you ſhould ever know 
A mother's ſorrow for an only. ſon. | 
Her joy, her bliſs, her laſt ſurviving com fort! 
When every hour the trembles for his life! 
Your power o'er Pyrrhoas may relieve my fears, 
Alas, what danger is there 1n a child, 
Sav'd from the wreck of a whole ru'n'd empire ? 
Let me go hide him in ſome deſart iile ; 


e 
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You rely upon my tender care 
To hens bee os from perils of ambition : 
All he can learn of me will be to weep ! 
Her. Madam, tis eaſy to conceive your grief; 
But, it would ill become me to ſolicit | 
In contradiftion to my father's will: 
"Tis he who urg=s to deſtroy your ſon. 
Madam, if Pyrrhus muſt be wrought to pity, 
No woman does it better than yourſelf. 
If you gain him, I ſhall comply, of courſe. 
| | [ Exennt Hermione and Cleone. 
Arxdr. Didſt thou not mind with what diſdain ſhe poke? 
Youth and proſperity have made her vain ; 
She has not ſeen the fickle turns of life. | 
Ceph. Madam, were I as yuw, I'd take her counſel ;. 
I'd ſpeak my own diſtreſs : one look from you 
Will vanquiſh Pyrrhus, and confound the Greeks —— 
See, where he comes — L-y hold on this occaſion, *' 
| Enter Pyrrhaus and Phanis. | 
Pyr. Where is the princeſs i Did you not inform me 
Herm ione was here ? h [To Phaniz. 
| 2 thought ſo, ſir. 
{ndr, Thou ſeeſt what mighty power my eyes have 
2 | * [To Cepbi/ a. 
Pr. What ſays ſhe, Phoenix ? 8 
Andr. I have no hope left! 
 Phen. Let vs be ohe - IIErmione expects you. 
Ceph. For heaven's ſ-ke, madem, break this ſullen 
ſilence. 5 | 
Andr. My child's already promis'd —— 
Ceph. But not given. | 
Andr. No! no i- my tears are vain His doom is ſixt! 
Pyr. See if ſhe deigns to caſt one look upon us | 


Proud woman! 
Andr. I provoke him by my preſence. 
Let us retire. | | 
Pyr. Come, let us ſatisfy 
The Greeks, and give them up this Phrygian boy. 
Anar. Ah, fir, recal thoſe words What have you ſaid! 
If you give up my ſon, Oh, give up me "— 
You, who fo many times have ſworn me friendſhip : 
Oh, heavens I — will you not look with pity on me? 
Is there no hope? Is there no room for pardon? 
Pyr. Phoenix will anſwer you—My word is paſt. 
Aur, You, who would brave ſo many dangers for me. 
8 "8 Hr. 


If he muſt die 
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Pyr. 1 was your lover then—I now am free. 
To tavour you, I might have ſpar d his live; 
But you would ne'er vouchſafe to aſk it of me. 
Now tis too late, 
Andr. Oh, fir, excuſe 
The pride of royal blood, that checks my ſoul, 
And knows not how tv be importunate. 
You know, alas! I was not born to kneel, 
To ſue for pity, and to own a maſter. 
Pyr. No! in your heart you cu:ſe me! you diſdain 


My generous flame, and ſcorn to be oblig'd ! 


But I ſhall leave you to your great reſentments. 
Let us go, Pheeaix, and appeaſe the Greeks. 
dar. Then let medie! and let me go to Hector. 
Cepb. Bu-, madam— 
Andr. What can I do more? The tyrant 


Sees my diſtraction, and inſults my tears. [To Cb. 


— Behcld, how low you have reduc'd a queen ! 
ITbeſe eyes have ſten my country laid in ches, 
My kindred fall in war, my father Yin, | 
My h: fban! dragg'd in bis own bl od, my fon 


Conde mund to dondage, and my ſelf a ſlave; 


Yet, in the midſt of theſe unheard-cf woes, 
Tons ſome relief to find my ſelf your captive ; 
And that wy ſon, deriv'd from ancient kings, 
Since he mull ferve, had Pyrrhus for bis maſter, 


When Piiam kneel'd, the yrear Ach;lles wept; 


Ib p'd I hould not find his fon leſs noble: 


I thought the brave were ſtill the more compaſſionate, 


Oh, do not, fir, divide me fiom my child !— 


Pyr. Phoenix, withdraw a while. [| Exi Phenix. 
Pyr. Riſe, madam— Yet you may preſerve j our ſun. 


I find, whenever I provoke your tears, 


I furniſh you with arms againſt myſelf. 


Il Itrhought my hatred fixt before I ſaw you. 


Oh, turn your eyes upon me while I ſpeck ! 
And ſee if you diſcover in my locks 

An angry judge, or an obJurate fce. 

Why will you farce me to deſert your cauſe ? 
In your ſon's name I beg we may be friends. 
Think, Oh think, | | 

*[is the laſt time. you both may yet be happy ! 
I know the ties I break, the foes I arm; 

I wrong Hermoine; I fend her hence; 
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And with her d'adem I bind your brows. 
Confider well; for tis of moment to you! 
Chooſe to be wretched, madam, or a queen. 
T leave you to your thoughts. When I retury, 
We'll to the temple—There you'll find 2 ſon; 
And there be crown'd, or give him up for ever. [Exits 
Ceph. I told you, madam, that in ſpite of Greece, 
| Yau would o'er-rule the malice of your fortune. 
Andr. Alas, Cephiſa, what have | obtain'd ! 
Only a poor ſhort reſpite for my ſon. : 
Capb. You have enough approv'd your faith to Hector; 
To be reluctant fill would be a crim-. 
He would himſelf perſuade you to comply. 
Andr. How ! ——wouldit thou give me Pyrrhus for a 
huſband ? | "i 
_ C:4h. Thiok you twill pleaſe the ghoſt of your dead 
huſband, | 
That you ſhould ſacrifice his fon ? Conſider, 
Pyrrhus once more invites you to a throne ; 
Turns all his power againſt the foes of Troy, 
Remembers not Achilles was his father; 
Retracts his conqueſt, and forgets his hatred. 
Andr. But how can I forget it! =-how can 
Forget my Hector, treated with diſhonour ; 
Depriv'd of funeral rites, ard vilely dragg'd, 
A bloody corpſe, about the walls of Troy ! 
Can I forget th: good old king his father, 
Slain in my preſence—at the altar ſlain! 
Which vainly, for protection, he embrac'd. 
_ Haſt chou forgot that dreadful night, Cephiſa, 
When a whole people fell! Methinks I ſee 
_ Pyrrhus enrag'd, and, breathing vengeance, enter 
Amidſt the glaie of burning palaces : 
I fee him bew biz paſſ. ge thro' my brothers, 
And, bath'd in blood, lay all my kindred waſte. 
Think, in this ſcene of horror, what I ſuffer'd ! 
This is the courtſhip I receiv'd from Fyrrhus 
And this the huſbiad thou wouldſt give me! No, 
We both will periſh firſt! I'll ne'er conſent. 
Ceph. Since you reſolve Aſtyanax ſhall die, 
Haſte to the temple, bid your ſon farewel. 


Why do you tremble, madam ? 
Andr. O Cephiſa | 8 
er in me. 


Thou haſt awaken'd all the 
How can I bid farewel to the dear child, 
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The pledge, the image of my much-lor'd lord! 
Bur, Oh! while I deliberate, he dies. 
No, no, thou muſt not die, while I can fave thee : 
Oh! let me find out Pyrrhus—Oh, Cephiſa! 
Do you po find him. 
C:ph. What muſt I ſay to bim? 
Andr. Tell him | love my fon to ſuch 5 
But doſt thou think he — the child ſhall die? 
Can love rejected turn to ſo much rage? 
Ceph. Madam, he'll ſoon be here: reſolve on n ſomething. 
Andr. Well, then, aſſure him 
Cepb. Madam, of your love? 
Andr, Alas, the know it that is not in my power. 
O my dead Lord ! Oh, Priam's royal houſe ! 
Oh, my Aſtyanax ! at what a price 
Thy mother buys thee !—Let us go. 
Cb. But whither ? 
And what does your unſettled heart reſolve ? 
Andr. Come, my Cephiſa, let us go together, 
To the ſad monument which I have rais'd 
To Hector's ſhade ; where, in their ſacred urn, 
'The aſhes of my dero lie inclos d. 
The dear remains which I have fav'd from Ls ; 
There let me weep, there ſummon to 7 
Wich pious rite, my HeQor's awful ſhade ; 


- 


Leet him be witneſs to wy doubts, my fears ; nas 


My agon'zing heart, my flowing tears: 
Oh ! may henſc in pin, from his tomb, 
And fix his wretched ſon's uncertain doom. [ Exeunt, 


ACT IV. Enter Hermione, and Cleonc. 

Cleo. HIS unexpected filence, this reſerve, 
This outward calm, this ſettled frame of mind, 

After ſuch wrongs and inſults, much ſurprize me 

| You, who before could not command your rage, 

When Pyrrhus look'd but kindly on his captive ; 

Ho can you bear unmov'd, that be ſhould wed her, 

And ſeat her on a throve which you ſhould fill? 

I fear this dreadful ſtillneſs in your foul !— 

Tuere better, madam 

Hen, Have you call'd Oreftes ? 

Cleo, Madam, I have; his love is too impatient 

Net to obey with ſpeed the welcome ſummons. 

His love-ſick heart oferlooks his unkind uſage : 

His ardour i fill the ſame — Madam, he's here, 


Enter 


; 
? 


| 
1 


L 
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Oreſ. Pyrrhus! Did you ſay Pyrrhus ? 
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| Enter Oref? es, 3 
- Ore/. Ah, madam, is it true ? does then Oreſtes 
At leng h attend you by your own commands? 
What. can I do | 
Her. Oreſtes, do you love me? 
Ore/. What means that queſlion, princeſs ? Do I love 
33 | | | 
My oaths, my perjuries, my hopes, my fears, 


My farewel, my return-— all ſpeak my love. 


Her. Avenge my wrongs, and I believe them all. 
Ore/. It ſhall be done—My foul has catch'd th' alarm. 


We'll ſpirit up the Greeks I'll lead them on: 


Your cauſe ſhall animate our fleets and armies, 
Let us return ; let us not loſe a moment, 
But urge the fate of this Ecvoted lend: 
Let us depart. _ | | 
Her. No, prince, let us ſtay here! 
T will have vengeance here -I will not carry 
This load of infamy to Greece, nor truſt 
The chance of war to vindicate my wrongs. 
Ere I depart, I'll make Epirus mourn. | 
If you avenge me, let it be this inſtant ; 
My rage brooks no delay ; haſte to the temple, 
Haſte, prince, and ſacrifice him. 
Ore/. Whom ? | 
Her. Why, Pyrrhus. 


Her. You demur, —— 
Oh fly! be gone ! give me not time to think 


Talk not of laws - he tramples on all law 


Let me not hear him juſtify'd—away ! 

Ore/. You cannot think Fil juſtify my rival. 
Madam, your love has made him criminal. | 
You ſhall have vengeance ; Tl have vengeance too; 
But let our hatred be profeſt and open : 

Let us alarm all Greece, denounce a war; 

Let vs attack him in his ſtrength, and bunt him down 
By conqueſt : Should I turn baſe aſſaſſin, | 
Twould fully all the kings I repreſent. 

Her. Have not I been diſhonaur'd ? fet at nought ? 
Expos'd to. public ſcorn ?—And will you ſuffer 
The ty:anr, who dares uſe me thus, to live? 

Know, prince, | hate him more than once [I lov'd him. 
The Gods alone can tell how once 1 lov'd him; 


Les, the falſe, perjur'd man, I once did love him; 


And 
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And, ſpite of all his crimes and broken vows, 
If he ſhould live, I may relapſe--who knows 
But I to-morrow may forgive his wrongs ? 
Oreſ. Firſt let me tear him piece-meal—he ſhall die. 
But, madam, give me leiſure to contrive 
The place, the time, the manner of his death; 
Yet I'm a ſtranger in the curt of Pyrrhus; 
Scarce have I ſet my foot within Epirus, 
When you enjoin me to deſtroy the prince. 
It ſhall be done this very night. | 
Her. But now, | 
This very hour, he weds Andromache ; 
The temple ſhines with pomp ; the golden throne 
Is now prepar'd ; the joyful rites begin; 
My ſhame is public—— Oh, be ſpeedy, prince 
My wrath's impatient—Pyrthus lives too long! 
Intent on love, and heedleſs of his perſon, . 
He covers with his guards the Trojan boy. | 
Now is the time; aſſemble all your Greeks : 2 
Mine ſhall aſſiſt them; let their fury looſe : A 
Already they regard him as a foe. | 
Begone, Oreſtes — krll the faitleſs tyrant ; 
My love ſhall recompence the glonous deed. 
Oreſ. Confider, madam —— 
Her. You but mock my rage! 
I was contriving how to make you happy. 
Thiok you to merit by your idle ſighs, 
And not atteſt your love by one brave action? 
Go, with your boaſted conſtancy ! and leave 
Hermione to execute her own revenge. 
I bluſh io think how my too eaſy fauth 
Has twice been baffl:d in one ſhameful hour! 
Oreſ. Hear me but ſpeak !—you know I'll die to ſerve 
ou! Se 
Her. I'll go myſelf: Pl tab him at the altar; 
Then drive the poniard, reeking with his blood, 
Tbro' my own heart, In death we ſh-11 unite. 
Better to die with him, than live with you! 
Ore/. That were to make him bleit, and me more 
| wreiched. | z 
Madam, he dies by me Have you a foe, 
And ſhall I let him live? My rival, too ? 
Ere ycn meridian ſun declines, he dies; 
And you ſhall ſay that I deſerve your love. 13 
Her, Go, prince; ſtrike home ! and leave the reſt to 2 
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Not to proceed a ſtep before I ſee him. [Exit Cleone « 


- RY proud Troy in aſheg—then to raiſe 
The 
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| Let all your ſhips ſtand ready for our flight. [ Exit Oreſ. 


Clio. Madam, you'll periſh in this bold attempt. 
Her. Give me my vengeance, I'm content to periſh. 


-T was to blame to truſt it with another: 


In my own hands it had been more ſecure. 

Oreſtes hates not Pyrrbus as T hate him. 

Oh, would Oreſtes, when he gives the blow, 

Tell him he dies my victim! — Haſte, Cleone ; 

Charge him to ſay, Hermione's reſentment, 

Not thoſe of Greece, have ſentenc'd him to death. 

Haſte, my Cleone ! My revenge is loſt, 

If Pyrrhus knows not that he dies by me! 
Cleo. I ſhall obey your orders But I ſee 

The king approach—Who could expect him here? 
Her. O fly ? Cleone, fly! and bid Oreſtes 


Enter Pyrrhaus. 
Pyr. Madam, I ought to ſhun an injur'd princeſs : 
Your diſtant looks reproach me : and I come 
Not to defend, but to avow my guilt. 
Pyrrhus will ne er approve his ou n injuſtice, 
= form excuſes while his heart — pony him. 
iſcharge your anger on this perjur'd man ! 
For I xe" my yo ! and auld be pleasd 
To hear you ſpeak your wrongs aloud : no terms, 
No bitterneſs of wrath, nor keen repr ach, | 
Will equal half the upbraidings of my heart. 
Her. I fiod, fir, you can be ſincere : you ſcorn 
To act you crimes with fear, like other men. 
A hero ſhould be bold ; above all laws ; 
Be bravely falſe, and laugh at folemn ties. 
To be perfidious ſhews a daring mind ! 
And you have nobly triumph'd o'er a maid ! 
To court me to ic ject me —to return — 
Then to forſake me for a Phrygian ſlave — 


n of Hector, and renounce the Greeks, 
Are aQti..os worthy the great ſoul of Pyrrhus! 
Pyr. Madam, go on: give your reſentment birth, 
And pour forth all your indignatien en me. 
Hr. Twould pleaſe your queen, ſhould I upbraid your 
falſhoud ; OP | 
Call you perfidious, traitor, all the names 
That iojur'd virgins laviſh on your ſ R; 
I ſbould o erflow with tears, and die with grief, 
And furniſh out a talet to ſooth her pride; But 
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But, fir, I would not over-charge her joys. 

If yeu would charm Andromache, recount 

Your bloody battles, your exploits, you flaughters. 

Your great atchievements in her father's palace. 

She needs muſt love the man, who fought fo bravely, 

| And in her ſight flew half her royal kindred ! 

Pyr. With r I look back on my deeds ! 

I puniſh'd Helen's wrongs too far; I | 

Too much of blood: but, madam, Helen's daughter 

Should not object thoſe ills the mother caus'd. 

However, I am pleas d to find you hate me— 

I was too forward to accuſe myſelf — 

The man who ne'er was los d, can ne'er be falſe. 

Obedience to a father brought you hither ; F 

And I ſtood bound by promiſe to receive you: 4 

But our defires are different ways inclin'd ; t 
| 
4 


And you, I own, were not oblig'd to love me. 
Her. Have I not lov'd you then! perfidious man 
For you I lighted all the Grecian princes ; 
Forſuok my father's houſe ; conceal'd my wrongs, 
| When molt provok'd ; would not return to Sparta, 
In bopes that time might fix your wavering heart. 
I lov'd you when ineonſtant; and even now, 
z2Guuman king! that you pronounce my death, 
My heart till doubts, if I ſhould love, or hate you 
But, Oh, fince you reſolve to wed another, 
Defer your cruel purpoſe till to morrow, 5 
That I may not be here to grace her triumph? 
This is the laſt requeſt I e er ſhall make you— 
See, if the barbarous prince youchſafes an anſwer ! 
Go, then, to the lov'd Phrygian; hence! begonet | 
And bear to her thoſe vows that once were mine: 4 
Go, in defiance of the avenging gods 0 
Begone ! the prieſt expects you at the altar 2 
Zut, tyrant, have a care I come not thither. [ Exit. 
Enter Phenix. Ss 
Phen. Sir, did you mind her threats? your life's in 
danger : 
There is no trifling with a woman's rage. 
The Greeks that ſyarm about the court, all hate you 
Will treat you. as their country's enemy, NE 
And join in her revenge: beſides, Oreſtes : 
Still loves her to diſtraction. Sir, I beg —— 
Pyr. How, Phoenix, ſhould I fear a woman's threats ? 
A nobler paſſion takes up all my thoughts: Ai | 
mu 
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TI muſt prepare to meet Andromache. | 


Do thou place all my guards about her ſon : 


If he be ſafe, Pyrrhus is free from fear. [ 
Phen. Oh, Pyrrhus ! Ob, what pity tis the gods, 
Who fill'd thy ſoul with every kingly virtue, 


Form'd thee for empire and conſummate greatneſ?, 


Should leave thee fo expos'd to wild defires, 


That hurry thee beyond the bounds of reaſon ! | Flowrifs. 
Bur fee, the queen, | 


Magnificent in royal pride, a 


I muſt obey, and guard her fon froq; danger. [ Krit. 
| Enter Andromache and Cephiſa. 

C:ph. Madam, once more you look and move a queen. 
Your ſorrows are diſpers d, your charms revive, | 
And every faded beauty blooms anew. 

Andr. Yet all is not as I could wiſh, Cephiſa. 

Ceph. You ſee the king is watchful o'er your fon ; 
Decks _ with princely robes, with guards ſurrounds 

him. | | 


Aſtyanax begins to reign already. 


Andr. Pyrihus is nobly minded; and I fain 
Would live to thank him for Aſty anax: 
Tis a vain thought.——However, ſince my child 
Has ſuch a friend, I ought not to repine. 
Cepb. —1 Heaven's fake, madam, let me know your 
riefs. | 


Andr. That were to wrong thee. 
Ob, my Cepbiſa ! This gay, borrow'd air, 
This blaze of jewels, and this bridal dreſs, 
Are but mock trappings, to conc:al my woe: 
My heart till mourns ; I till am Hector's widow, 
Ceph. Will you then break the promiſe giv'n to Pyrrhus. 


Blow up bis rage again, ard blaſt your hopes? 


Aud. I though, Cephiſa, thou hadſi known thy miſtreſs. 
Couldſt thou believe I would be falſe to H: or ? | 


Fall off from ſuch a huſband! Break his ret, 


And call him to this hated light again, 
To fee Andromache in Pyrrhus? arms ! 

Ceph. I cannot gueſs what drift your thoughts purſue ; 
But, Oh, 1 fear there's ſomething dreadful in it! 
Muſt then Aſtyanax be doom'sd to die, 
And you to linger out a life in bondage? 

Andr. Know then the ſecret purpoſe of my ſoul : 
Andromache will not be falſe to Pyrrhus, 
Nor vio!ate her ſacred love to Hector. This 
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This hour [I'll meet the king: the holy prieſt 

Shall join us, and confirm our mutual vowa. 

This will ſecure a father to my child : 

That done, I have no farther uſe for life : 

This pointed dagger, this determin'd hand, 

Shall fave my virtue, and conclude my woes. 

Cephiſa, thon | 

Wilt lend a hand to cleſe thy miſtreſs' eyes. 
Ceph. Oh; never think that I will ſtay behind you 
Andr. No, my Cephiſa; I muſt have thee live. 

I muſt commit into thy faithful hands 

All that is dear and precious to my ſoul : 

Live, and ſupply my abſence to my child. 

All that remains of Troy ; a future progeny 


Ot heroes, and a diſtant line of kings, 
I him, is all intrufted to thy care. 


Ceph. Oh for a ſpirit to ſuppart my grief! 
Is there aught more, before you go for ever ? 

Andr, Oh, my Cephiſa l my iwoln heart is full! 
I have a thouſand farewels to my ſon | 


But tears break in /—Grief inte rrupts my ſpeech 


My ſoul overflows in fondneſs !—Let him know | 
I dy'd to ſave him—and would die again. 
Seaſon his mind with early hints of glory ; 
Make him acquainted with his ancettors ; 
Trace out their ſhining ſtory in his thoughts ; 
Dwell on the exploits of his immortal father; 
And ſometimes let him hear his mother's name, 
He muſt be taught to ſtifle his reſentments, 
And ſacrifice his vengeance to his fafety. 
Should he prove headſtrong, raſh, or unadvis'd, 
He then will fruſtrate all his mother”; virtue, 


Provoke his fate, and I ſhall die in vain. | 


_ Ceph. Alas, I fear I never ſhall outlive you! 


Andr. No more—thy tears, Cephita, will betray me; 


Aſſume a cheerful look But ſtill rea mber —— 


| [Flouriſb within, 
Haik how the t::mpet, with its ſprightly notes, 

- Procl.1ms th' appointed hour, end calls us hence: 

Hector, I come once more a queen, to join thee ! 


Thus th- gay vidtim, with freſh g+rlands crown'd, 
Pleas'd with the facr:d fife's enlivening ſound, 
Thro' gazing crowns, in ſo emu (tate proceed; 
And, dreit in fatal pomp, magnificently bleeds. 
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33 
AC = V. Herm: . ne alone. 
HAT have I done? Where am I ? Where is 
Pyrrbus? | 


Ye Gods! what mean theſe horrors ?—Þm undone! 
My foul is on the rack! — I cannct bear it 
Why do I «ander, lice ſome guilty ghoſt ? 


What brought me to his place? What keeps me here? 
The court ot Pyrrhus has n room for me! 

Do I ſtill doubt, if I ſhould love or hate him? 
Hard- hearted man l how unconcerr'd he left me! 


Did he once ſigh ? beſtow one pity ing look ? 
Once ſhed a tear ? or ſpeak one ſoft, kind word ? 


Did he ſo much as feign ne moment's ſorrow, 


To calm my grief, and miti;ate his falſhood ? 
Why am I ſlill thus anxious for bis life ? 

Why do I ftart at his i npendiog fate ? 

Shall he then live ? Shall the baſe traitor live 
To laugh at my diſtreſs? No, let him periſh! 
Be quick, Oreſtes! Execute my orders . 
Alas? my orders! Oh, prepoſterous guilt f 
Can I decree the death of him ] love? 

Was it for this my foul delighted in him ? 
Was it for this I left my father's court? 

Have I then crofs'd ſo many realms and feas 
To murder Pyrrhus ? Enter Clune 
Oh, Cleone, help me ! | 
What have I dene ? Is Pyrrhus yet alive? 


What ſay'ſt thou: Anſwer me — Where is the kiag ? 


Cleo. Madam, I ſaw the cruel prince ſet foward, 
Triumphant in his looks, and full of joy. 
Still as he walk'd, bis raviſh'd eyes were fix'd 
On the fair captive ; while thro' ſhouting crowds 
She paſs'd along with a dej. cted air, 
And ſeem'd to mourn her Hector to the laſt, 
Her. Inſulting tyrant! I ſhall burſt wich rage 
But ſay, Cleone, didſt thou mark him well? 
Was bis brow ſmouth ? Say, did there not appear 
Some ſhade of grief? ſome little cloud of ſorrow ? 
Did he not ſtop ? Did he not once look back? 
Didſt thou approach him? Was he not confounded ? 
Did he not — Oh, be quick, and tell me all! 
Cleo. Madam, the tumult of his joy admits 
No thought but love. Unguarded he march'd on, 
Midſt a promiſcuous throng of friends and foes, 
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Whom he has lodg'd within the cicadel, 
Defended by che of all bis guards, 


Her. Enough !—tie dies 1— Ta traitor ! —— Where's 
Oreſftes ? 


He's 1 


p | 


in the temple, with his whole retinue. 
&1i cefoluce ? Is he till determin'd ? 

s in the temple, with his whole retinue, 
de Kill refolue: f Is he till determin'd ? 

„ Madam, 1 — 

How !—TIs Oreſtes falſe ? 


. A thouſand doubts | 
his ſoul, and wound him with remorſe ; 
His virtue and his love prevail by turns. 
He told me Pyrrhbus ſhould not fall ignobly— 
Pyrrhue, the warlike ſon of great Act lles. 

e dreads the cenſure of the Grecian ſt. tes; 
Of all mankind, and fears to tain his honour. 

Her. Poor tim'r-us wretch ! *tis falſe l he baſely ** 
To cope with dangers, and encounter death: — 
Tis that he fears — Am I bright Heled's daughter ? 
To vindicate her wrobgs all G conſpir'd ; | 
For her confcderate nations foug — flain; 
Troy was — you 1 

want to 1a1f- a lover's arm 
42 inf a ryrant that has dar'd to wrong me 
Cleo. Madam, like Helea, truſt your cauſe to n 
Her. No; Pll avenge myſelt, PIl to the temple; 
PI overturn the altar, ſt.b the prieſt! 
Pl! hurl deſtruction, like a whirlwind, und me 
They muſt not wed | they muſt not live? they ſhall not! 
Let me be gone—1 have no time to loſe 
Stand off ! hold me not! I am all diſtraction 
0 Pyrrhus ! tyrant ! thou ſhalt bleed. 
Enter Or-fles, = 

Oref. Madam, tis done: your orders are obeys: 
The tyrant ſies expiring at the altar. 

Her. Is Pyrrhus ſlain ? 

Oreſ. Even now he gaſps in dath. 
Our Greeks, all und idinguiſb'd in the crowd, 
 Flock'd to the temple, and diſpers d themſelves 
On every fide the altar: I was there: 
Pyrrhus obſerv'd me with a haughty eye, 
And, proud to triumph over Greece in me, 
From his own brows he took the diadem, 
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And bound it on temples of his captive. 
Receive, ſaid he, my crown ; receive my faith, M 
Mine and my people's ſorereign reign for ever, 
From this bleit hour, a father to your ſon ; 
From ſcourge his foes : henceforward he be fiyl'd 
The Trojan king : 
His ſubjects with loud acclamations ſhook 
The ſpacious dome ! our (Creeks, enrag'd, cry'd out 
Revenge! revenge l broke thru! the thronging preſs, 
Aad tuſh d tumultuous on the unguarded king. 
Pyrrhus awhile oppos d their claſhing ſwords, 
And dealt his fatal blows on every tide, 
Wich manly fierceneſs; till oppteſt by numbers, 
Streaming with blood, all over gaſh'd with wounds, 
He reel'd, he groan'd, and at the altar fell.— 
Haſte, madam ; let us fly ! hate to our ſhips, ! 
They lie unmoor'd—O 71 friends attend us there. 
Her. What have they done! 
' os Madam, fergive their rage. | 
. Jo your vengeance bad been more complete 
J Had Pyrrbus fall'n by me; and had he known, 


„teln thy horrid tale N 


1 haſtis'd hig by mx 
Her. Pha, . | 
+ rx out in defſgrte. 
| 


ſavages, a 
| id ii thou im o me thy bar s guilt? 


(| 
' wouldit thou Raik th* accomplice M tby crimes | 
„to thy Greeks! and boaſt thy foul cxplous ! 
y ſoul abhors them! I diſ-laim the d-ed ! 
Begone ! I know thee not, thou fell barbariim! 
What had he done? What could provoke thy madneſs 
To aſſiſſinate fo great, ſo brave a man ? 
Who ſer thee,on ? = 
Oreſ. Oh, grant me patience, Heaven! 

ae lips did you not curſe the tyrant, 
Prorcodgce his death, and urge me to defiroy him ? 
Her. What if, tranſported by my boundleſs paſſiop, 

I could not bear t fee him wed aacther, 3 

Were you t' obey a jealous woman's phrenzy? 

You ſhould have div'd into my inmoſt thoughts: 

My heart, tho full of rage, was free from malice ; 

And all my anger was «xceſs of love. 

Why did you take me at iny word ? You ſaw 

The ſtruggles of my foul ; you heard me rave; 

You ſhould have queition'd me a thouſand times, 
Yet ſlill have doubted, and have queſlion'd on, | 

E 2 Before 
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Before you ventur'd on a life fo precious. | 

Ore/. - rae but ſpeak — Heaven knows, againſt my 
WI — 

Her. Why did you not return? Why not conſult me 
A ſecond time? and, undetermin'd itil, | 
Again return, and till fad new celays ? 8 
What had your raſh officious Greeks, dire blood hounds! 
To do with my revenge? What drew you hither? 

To bring on me the vengeful woes that haunt you? 

Are theſe the fruits of your deteſted love ? | 

Your fatal embaſſy, your hated pre ſence 

Drove Pyrrhus to my rival, and deſtroys | 

B-th him and me.— He might have lov'd me till, 

Had you ne'er bogone! 

And leave me in Epirus. Il renounce | | 
My friends, my country, Greece, and all mankind: 
Bur chiefly Iren unce thee ! monſter, thee! [ Exit. i 

Oreſ. Am I awake? wheie am I ? Soft, my ſoul; | 
Be not to rath Was that H rmione ? 

V'ay fhou'd her auger thunder again me? 
Was pt this blood ſhed all by her command? 
Im indeed a moſt outrigeous m- niter ! 
A ruffian, n: urderer, a bafe atlafin ! 
And all to pleaſe a falſe ungcateful u oman? 
Hencef-rward, let the las of nature c2.fe ; 
And let the pale that fevers richt and wrong, ; 
Things ſacred and profane, be broken down ; 7 | 
Gods in their temples, kinys upon their thrones, 1 
Are not in ſafety while Oreites lives. 7 
Oh, nev- r more ſhall my torn mind be heal'd, | 
Nor taſte the gentle com'#orts of repoſe ! © 
A dreadful band of gloo vy cares furruund me, 
Aud lay ttrong ti-ge to my d:i(tr:Red foul, . 
Euter Pylades, atiended by Ercet. 

P;l. Haie, prince ; let us be gone : 'tis death to ſtay. 

Anor. mache reigns quern : ſhe gives the alarm, 


Aud vows revenge upon the foes of Pyrtrhus. | 5 
The propl- arm and muſter iu the ſtreets: 5 
Our Greeks will not be able long to guard : 


The pal ce gates, an to ſecure cur fl:ghr, | ; 
We mull b: ſpeevy, fir. 1 
Oreſ. You may depart, Wo 
My triends— Hermione an! I remain —— i 
Her cruelty has quite undone me | | 


Pyl. Alas, unhappy princeſs 1 eShte's no more. 1 
Org. Hermione no wore ! —O, all ye powers! Py. 
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P,1, Full of diſorder, wildneſs in her looks, 
With hands expanded, and diſhevell'd hair, 


Breathleſs and pale, with ſhrie ks ſhe ſought the temple ; 


In the mid-way ſhe met the corpſe of Pvrrhus ; 
She ſtartled at the fight ; then, WMff + 1th borror, 
Gaz d frightful ! Waken'd from the dire amaze, 
She rais'd her eyes to Heaven with ſuch a look 
As ſpoke her ſorrows, and reproach'd the Gods ; 
Then plung'd a poignard deep within her breaſt, 


And fell on Pyrrhus, graſping him in death. 
, Gods 


Oreſ. I thank you, Il never could expect 
To be fo wretehed Vou have been induſtcious 
To finiſh your decrees ; to make Oreſle: 

A dreadful inſtance of your power to puniſh ; 
Pmdingled out to bear the wrath of Heaven. 

Pyl. You hazard your retreat by theſe delays. 
The guards will ſoon beſet us. Your complaints 
Are vain, and may de fatal. 

Orcſ. True, my friend: | 
And therefore *twas I thavk'd the boaunteous Gods, 
My fate's accompliſh'd.—I ſhall die content. 


Ob, bear me hence—Blow, winds ! 


P l. Let us be gone. 


0... The murder'd lovers wait me Hark, they call! 
Nay, if your blood till recks, I'Il mingle mane ; 


One tomb weill hold us all. 

Pyl. Alas ! I fear 
His raving will return with his misfortunes, 

Or./. I am dizzy !-—Clouds !—— Quite loft in utter 

darkneſs! | 

Guide me, ſome friendly pilot, thro? the ſtorm. 
I ſhiver ! Oh, I freeze !—So— Light returns; 
Tis the grey dawn See, Pylades! behold !J— 
Iam encompal.'d with a ſea of blood! — | 
The crimtun billows !-—Oh | my brain's on fire ! 
Pyl. How is it. fir ?—Repoſe yourſelf on me. 


Oref. Pyrrhus, ſtand off !-- What wouldſt thou >. How © 


he glares! 


What envious hand has clos'd thy wounds? Have at 


thee. 
It is Hermione that firikes—Confufi-n ! 
She catches Pyrrhus in her arms.—Oh, fave me! 
How terrible ſhe looks !—She knits her brow ! 
She frowns me dead; tbe frights me into madneſs ! 
Where am I? Who are you? 


Pyl. 
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r prince ! 
moſt kind, my Pylades—Ob, why, 


Alas, 


* This is 


Why was I born to give thee endleſs trouble? 


L. 
Our Who 


All will go well He ſettles into reaſon. 


touch the king —Now—now ! 


A ſhoal of furies— How they ſwarm about me! 
My terror !— Hide me !—Ob, their ſnaky locks! 
Hark, how they hiſs !—Sece, ſe their flaming brands! 
No they let drive at me! —— How they grin, 
And ſhake their ij on whips! My ears l what yelling ! 


And fee, Hermione ! 


ſhe ſets them on 


Thruſt not your ſcorpions thus into my boſom ! 
Oh'—1I am ſtung to death! Diſpaich me ſoon ! 
There—take my heart, Hermione ! Tear it out! 
Dis joint me !—kill me !—Oh, my tortur'd foul! 


Pyl. Kind Heaven, reſtore him to bis wnted calm! 


Oft have I ſeen him rave, but never thus 
Quite ſpent —Aſſiſt me, friends, to bear him off. 

Our time is ſhort : ſhould his ſtrong rage return, 

Twould be beyond our power to force him hence. 


Away, my friends !—I hear the portal open. 
Phen. All, all are fl. d! -Oreſtes is not hee 


Enter Phenix, attended by guards. 


Triumphant villaias ! —The baſe, giddy ral ble, 


_ Whoſe hands ſhould all have been employ'd with fire, 
To waſte the fleet, fl ek d round the dying princeſs : 


And, while they iiand agaze, the Greeks embark, 


Oh, *cis too plain !-—— This facrileg'ous murder 


Was authoriz'd, —— Th' ambaſſador's eſcape 
Declares his guilt. — Moſt bloody embaſly ! 


Moft unexampled d:eds ! — Where, where, ye Gods, 


Is majeſty ſecure, if in your temples 
You give it no protection See the queen. 


Enter Andromache, and Cephiſa, 
Andr. Yes, ye inhuman Greeks ! the time will come 


Whe : 


you hail dearly pay your bloody deeds | 


How ſhould the Trojans hope for mercy from you, 


When thus you turn your impious rage on Pyrrhus ; 


Pyrrhus, the braveſt man in ail your league; 


The man, whoſe fingle valour made ou triumpb. : 
CLA dead march 2 N 


[ Exeunt, 


s cf reaſon ? Better to have none, 
Than not enough.—Run, ſome one, tell my Grecks 
I will not hare 


I blaze again !—See there—L-ok where they come; 


„ 


A fonriſp of trumpets. | 


with aitcndants. 
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Is my child there ?——— 

Cech. It is the corps of Pyrrhus ; 1 
The weeping ſoloiers bear him on their ſhields. 
Adr. IWitated prince! too negligent of life! 
And too unwary of the fai hleſs Greeks! | 
Cut off in the freſh rip'ning prime of manhood, 
Een in the prime of hie ; thy triumphs new, 
And all thy glories in full bloſſ m round thee ! 
The very Trojans would beu ail thy fate. 

Ceph. Alas, then, will your forrows never end! 

Andr. Ob, never, never While | live, my tears 
Will never ceaſe ; for I was born to grieve. 
Give preſent orders for the fun ral pomp: [To Phan; 
Let him be rob'd in all his regal ſtate ; 
Place round him every ſhining mark of honour ; 
And let the pile that conſecrates his aſhes, 
Riſe lice his fame, and blaze above the clouds. 


[Exit Phanix. A flouriſh of trumpets. 


C. pb. The found proclaims th” arrival of the prince, 


The guards conduct him from the citadel. _ 
Andr. With open arms I'll meet him!—O, Cephiſa! 

A [pringing joy, mixt with a ſoft concern, 0 

A pleaſure, wh. ch no language can expreſs, 

An ecſtacy, that mothers only feel, | 

Plays round my heart, and brightens up my ſorrow, 


Li- e gleams of ſunſhine in « low ring ſky. 


Tho' plung'd in ills, and exereis'd in care, 
Yet never let the noble mind deſpair. 
When preſl by dangers, and beſet with foes, 
The Gods their timely ſuccour interpoſe ; 
And when our virtue finks, o'erwhelm'd with grief, 


By uatoreſcen expedieats brings relief. 


[Exennt an 
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